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Dave watched the countryside roll past the windows of the bus, familiar landmarks on a journey that he had 
made a thousand times, the journey from the house he shared with Taylor down to the beach. 


"Good day for it" 


Dave turned at the sound of Taylor's voice, the blond was sitting next to him with a huge grin on his face 


showing his mouthful of teeth. Horse teeth he called them, to go with his mane of blond hair. 

Dave returned the smile. "It's a beautiful day T, perfect surfing weather.” 

Taylor snorted "You are the worst surfer | have ever known. Even those surfing dogs on YouTube are better 
surfers than you. It's that pot belly of yours, it weighs you down" He leaned across and patted Dave's 
stomach. A look of concern crossed his face. "Have you lost weight D, you feel kind of skinny.” 


"Just a bit, I've not had much of an appetite lately." 


"That's no good D, | like that pot belly, it's so cute." Taylor sighed. "Will there be food after? You should eat 


lots of fried shit, and bacon, and cream desserts, get that belly back." 

Dave chuckled softly. "I spent years trying to get rid of that belly, | thought you hated it” 

Taylor squinted down the length of the bus, his eyesight was pretty terrible and despite Dave's repeated 
attempts to get him to get some glasses the blond refused to wear them. It was sunglasses all the way with 
Taylor. 


"| didn't realize that so many people would turn out for this." 


‘It reminds me of our wedding." Dave toyed with the plain gold band on his left hand. "We had a bus full of 
people driven down to the beach for that too." 


‘That was the best day of my life." Taylor leant back in his seat and closed his eyes. "Remember how the 
caterers set up those tables on the beach and there was that freak sand storm? Everything got covered in 
sand." 


Dave chuckled. "Fucking sand encrusted chicken, sand encrusted vegetables, sand encrusted wedding cake." 


Taylor's eyes opened, they were shining with mischief. "I also remember we had sand in a lot of other places 


too 
Dave laughed at the memory. "I remember" 

"Was it really five years ago?" Taylor laid his hand on Dave's. "Time just goes by so fast" 

"There is never enough time," Dave smiled sadly. "You think you have all the time in the world then in a blink 
of an eye you realize five years have gone by and you haven't done half the things you promised you would 


do." 


Taylor punched Dave lightly on the shoulder. "Fuck D, you sound like one of those whacked out preachers down 
on the strip. Repent before it's too late, before the world turns into a big ball of jello and we all die." 


Dave rubbed at his shoulder, Taylor's punch hadn't hurt, in fact Dave hadn't even felt it, but his skin prickled 


under his shirt sleeves and he shivered. 


"You cold D?" Taylor glanced out of the window. "We are nearly there, it will be nice and warm out on the 


beach." 


"I'm not sure | want to do this T." Dave stared into Taylor's hazel eyes. "Can't we just go home? Do this some 


other time?" 


Taylor sighed and brushed his fingers lightly across Dave's beard. "It's all arranged D. Everyone is here. You 


have put it off Too long already." 

"| know." Dave scrubbed a hand over his face. "But it still feels too soon" 
| need you to do this D. For me." 

Tears formed in those hazel eyes and Dave swallowed hard. 


"Ok T, for you." 


The bus slowed and pulled into a private parking area next to their favorite beach, the beach where they had 


exchanged vows five years previously. 

"Come on D," Taylor jumped out of his seat. "Let's go get sand in unmentionable places." 

Dave smiled as Taylor disappeared in the crowd of family and friends all making their way from the bus down 
to the beach where a number of chairs had been set out under a large white canopy along with tables full of 
food and drinks. It really was like their wedding but Dave had wanted it that way, it had been the best day of 
his life too. 

"You ok Dave?" Nate dropped into the seat in front of Dave. 


Dave nodded at his bassist. "It all looks beautiful, thank you for helping with this." 


"Hey, we love you Dave, you and Tay. When you said about doing this | wasn't sure but it's perfect, | was glad 
to help." 


Dave stood brushing his hair back from his face tucking it behind his ears. "I had best get down there, T 


always complains that I'm late for everything.’ 

The warm sea air caressed Dave's skin as he walked along the beach, he could see Taylor standing a little way 
apart from the crowd staring at the ocean, blond hair lifted up by the gentle breeze. Dave stopped next to his 
husband, standing shoulder to shoulder with the man he had loved for more years than he could remember. 
I'm glad we decided to come here for this." Taylor continued to stare out at the waves. "I love it here.” 


"| know you do T, and | love it too. This place reminds me of you, of us." 


Taylor turned to look at Dave, a soft smile on his lips. "This will always be our place D, nothing will ever change 
that, this beach is where we will always be together in our hearts and minds no matter how far apart we 


are. 


‘| love you T" Dave raised his hand to catch the golden hair in his hand, it was so light and fine that it slipped 


through his fingers. 


"| love you too D" Taylor nodded at the people taking seats under the canopy. "I think its time." 


Dave shook his head. "No, not yet. A few minutes more..... 
"Come on D, we spoke about this. You have to do it, for me, for them, for you, for us." 
Dave felt the sting of hot tears in his eyes. "But once it's done where will you go?" 
Taylor laughed softly. "I don't know, but that's quite an adventure don't you think?" 


"I will miss you so much." The tears rolled down his face soaking into the collar of his shirt which suddenly felt 


too tight. "| don't want you to go.” 


"I will miss you too D, but it's not forever, you know that we will be back together but it won't happen for a 
good while." 


Dave reached out to pull Taylor to him but the blond stepped backwards away from him. 
"I have to go, and you have to let me go. Close your eyes and don't look back." 


Dave nodded, there was nothing left to say, he had spent the last two weeks talking with Taylor night and day, 
ever since that moment when he had learned that Taylor was leaving him behind. This was their final moment 
together, the last few precious minutes before Taylor left. He closed his eyes against the tears and felt 
something brush against his lips, whether it was a breeze or Taylor's lips he couldn't tell. 


"Be happy D, | want you to be happy." The voice came from a distance and Dave knew that Taylor was already 
on his way. He sucked in a deep breath, scrubbed the tears from his eyes and started back along the beach. 
He knew he shouldn't do it but he couldn't help himself, he turned and looked behind him. The beach was empty, 
Taylor had gone. 
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As Dave walked along the shoreline his mind drifted back to that day just over two weeks ago when his whole 
world had come crashing down. The shock, the anger, the tears, the heartache, Taylor's pale face as Dave tried 
to hold onto him, the hollow feeling inside when he realized that it was over. He had thought that he and 
Taylor would be together forever but now he was alone, Taylor had left him with a broken heart and the 
memories of the last twenty years. All of this because of a dog, a poor stray dog who had run out in the 
road in front of Taylor's car as they were driving home causing Taylor to swerve and lose control of the car. 


The dog had run off without a scratch but the car had run into a tree and Taylor was killed instantly. 


Dave approached the gathering of friends and family who were all there to celebrate the life of his blond 


soulmate and to scatter his ashes on the beach that he loved. He had told no one of his conversations with 
Taylor over the last few weeks, he knew his friends were worried about him and he was sure that they would 
think he was crazy, but he knew that those conversations had been real. Taylor had stayed with him, 


comforting him until it was time for him to go, been there with him as Dave organized Taylor's final farewell 


Dave picked up the urn and gently shook the contents out onto the beach. As the ashes of his beloved friend, 
lover and husband mixed with the sand at his feet Dave smiled; Taylor may have gone from this physical 
world but he knew that they would be together again in another life, and although that hurt it was just 


enough to keep him going until they were reunited. 


